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Summary: After volunteering to take part in a dangerous mission, an 
Eldar Ranger joins the assault upon an Imperial Cruiser. Within this 
ship, there lies something of great importance to their Corsair 
Prince. All that now remains between the piratical warband and their 
objective are the harsh enforcers of the Imperium's Law. 


1 . Chapter 1 

Elames burned around Khaela Maensha Khaine, the fierce, merciless 
eyes of the Bloody Handed God gazed down upon those who gathered 
around him, as if searching for any sign of weakness. The fires which 
blazed enhanced Khaine ' s cruel visage as his clawed hands were 
tightly wrapped around the hilt of the Wailing Doom. Shining obsidian 
formed the body of the War God, his eyes were blood red rubies and 
upon the surface of the statue, the reflections of those in 
attendance could be seen. 

It had been a long time since Ellarian Anathir of Craftworld Valseris 
had visited one of Khaine ' s shrines. The Ranger whispered a mixture 
of a mantra and a prayer to the Bloody Handed One; his words unlocked 
the part of himself which had been locked away at the edge of psyche. 
Rage and hate burned within him as his eyes remained closed behind 
the red lenses of his helmet; his face was a mask of concentrat ion as 
he recited the words . 

_In Khaine ' s iron skin, we clad ourselves for battle_ 

_War comes upon us, we must bear its dark burden, upon our 
shoulders_ 

_We stand before Khaine, unyielding in our calling, free of doubt and 
f ear_ 

_We do not flee death, we walk in the shade of Khaine, proud and 
unaf raidaC 1 _ 



Memories began to flow into the Ranger's mind, images of previous 
battles he had fought against the enemy of his Craftworld. He 
remembered the pitched battle of Hesseren where waves upon waves of 
Mon'keigh guardsman armed with nothing more than flak armor and laser 
rifles were slaughtered by the score as they charged headlong into 
the fortified gun emplacements of the Guardians. Ellarian had laughed 
at the foolishness of the _Mon'keigh_ as he operated a Support Weapon 
Platform equipped with a Shadow Weaver, its deadly mono-filament 
barrages left countless humans as gristly piles of meat. 

He remembered the battle at Selica IV, where his squadron had held 
the line against the Tyranids . They had launched several swift 
strikes intended to capture strategic points or deny the swarm of 
resources. By the end of the battle, they had had exterminated a nest 
of the foul vermin and leaving a mountain of dead behind 
them . 

Although Ellarian had never once followed the Warrior's Path, the War 
Mask had been taught to him, like all those who served in the 
Guardian Companies of Valseris and surely other Craftworlds as well. 
As the part of him which remained locked away came to the fore, his 
hands tightly gripped the handle of his lasblaster, its weight and 
durability was of some comfort to the Ranger before finally, his War 
Mask was placed. Entering the state known as Battle Eocus, he opened 
his eyes and saw the world in a red haze and he desired nothing more 
than to slay as many enemies as he could. 

The gathering of Outcasts then all looked up to the Bloody Handed God 
and they raised their weapons in salute. 

'_Mael Dannan_! ' they shouted as one '_Mael Dannan_! _Mael Dannan!_' 
No Mercy, No Quarter! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Eiling out of the shrine room in an orderly fashion, the Outcasts 
headed towards the deployment bay of the Eclipse Cruiser, 
<em>Vranesh<em> . Most of the corsairs were equipped with jetpacks and 
gilded suits of Mesh armor, either in the lighter pattern which 
offered great mobility or the slightly more cumbersome but better 
protected Heavy Mesh variant. They all carried a wide array of 
armaments, most of which were no different than what the Craftworlds 
used but some also wielded the cruel weapons manufactured by the Dark 
Kin of Commoragh. 

Equipped with a lasblaster, a suit of Heavy Mesh Armor with a winged 
Corsair Jetpack, a bandolier of plasma grenades and even a flamer 
which hung from its strap upon his back, Ellarian walked with his 
helmet hanging by a hook on the side of his belt, his long golden 
hair was tied into the standing topknot style which was quite popular 
for many Eldar warriors. Their target was an Imperium vessel 
classified as a Punisher Cruiser, a ship supposedly owned by a 
faction known as the Adeptus Arbites. Erom what Ellarian knew about 
this group, the Arbites were the primary law enforcement agency of 
the Imperium and that they were granted the authority as of being 
judge, jury and executioner all at once. 


The reason as of why they were going after these Arbites humans 
seemed simple enough. Within the Cruiser, there were a great many of 



prisoners, one in particular was someone which Prince Eorlianeth 
Ansgar deemed valuable to the smuggling operations of the Crescent 
Wings and was willing to greatly reward all those who took part in 
the mission to liberate this individual. For Ellarian though, the 
material reward was merely secondary, his primary reason as of being 
here was for a favor asked of him. 

Listening to the communicat ions aboard the ship, Ellarian heard that 
the _Vranesh_ was now closing in with the Imperium ship. Concealed by 
a powerful ship grade holo-field and utilizing the swiftness of the 
Eclipse Class of Cruisers, they were able to easily evade the fire of 
the enemy ship. The Void Dreamers aboard the _Vranesh_ had already 
divined the coordinates of several locations aboard the enemy ship 
which would be the least defended and from there, they would 
establish their footholds. 

As the corsairs traveled through the wraithbone corridors of the 
Eclipse Cruiser, they soon came to the deployment bay where four 
Falcons were parked and several companies of alien allies awaited 
them. Packs of Kroot Mercenaries screeched and hollered in barely 
concealed excitement as broods of Loxatl eagerly also awaited the 
coming battle. Other aliens of different species, shapes and sizes 
were gathered as well at the deployment bay, all were united by the 
lure of material wealth or perhaps the chance of violence offered by 
working for the Crescent Wings Corsairs. 

Carefully observing the assorted coteries of pirates and mercenaries, 
he searched for any humans among them and he saw a gloved hand raised 
towards him. A familiar figure gently wove past the waiting crowd of 
human hirelings and soon he came face to face with a most recent 
acquaintance . 

'I sure am glad to see you here' greeted the Rogue Trader, Merelen 
Cyierk . 

'Did you doubt me?' asked Ellarian with mild amusement as looked down 
towards the much shorter human female. His knowledge of the crude 
tongue known as Imperial Gothic had been improved since that little 
trip to Nussara VII and it was easier for him to communicate in 
through that language. 

'I knew you would be here' grinned the Rogue Trader with a nod. 'You 
look, different somehow' added Merelen. 

'It is the War Mask' explained Ellarian. 'Once placed, only the will 
of an Exarch or the end of battle will remove it. ' 

'Well that's urn, good to know' awkwardly replied the human female who 
clearly was unaware of the significance of it. 

Pale of skin with features somewhat finer compared to other humans, 
Merelen Cyierk also sported shoulder lengthed hair that was white in 
color and what was the most notable feature of her physical 
appearance were her cybernetic eyes which softly glowed with a white 
light. Dressed in a worn leather coat (which she insisted was called 
a "duster") which was worn over an armored body glove, she also had a 
wide brimmed hat which rested upon her head and Ellarian could see 
the two pistols bolstered on her sides. The Rogue trader also carried 
a bandolier filled with human manufactured grenades and bolstered 
across her chest were another pair of heavy pistols, one of which 



sported two barrels and the other looked like one of those rather 
dangerous human plasma weapons, the kind which had a tendency to blow 
up on its user. 

Moving among the crowd behind Merelen Cyierk, Ellarian saw the Rogue 
Trader's crew, the first two who came into view were the ones she 
called "Arch-Militants". One was a very large male named Gerhardt who 
hefted a heavy bolter with an attached belt that connected to an 
ammunition backpack and was wearing a full enclosed suit of grey and 
red heavy armor. Another was a smaller female named Rhan who was 
close to Ellarian 's height, she wore a similar suit of armor like the 
other Arch-Militant but her head covered by a respirator mask along 
with a mesh cowl and in her hands she carried one of those power-pack 
mounted laser rifles which the Ranger believed was known as a 
"He 11 gun" . 

Then there was another male named Alberecht who was dressed like the 
Rogue Trader, save for a breastplate beneath his duster, an Imperial 
Guard gasmask helmet and he wielded some type of scoped rifle which 
looked even more primitive than the common human slug-thrower. After 
him was a female named Alexandra who was wearing an armored bodysuit, 
her face was features were concealed behind a red visor, a breather 
mask and she wielded a Tau Pulse Rifle. Behind the second female was 
a bearded male named Jace who wore a pair of dark eye lenses over his 
eyes which complimented his attire which was a long black coat and he 
carried a sleek, rifle with a red laser targeting device beneath the 
barrel . 

Oddly, he did not notice the other mercenaries he had encountered 
from that last mission to Nussara VII such as the swift green haired 
female with the skull shirt, the grizzled former guardsman, the 
cyborg male with the many knives and the Squat. At last there came 
the so called "Heretek", Syhhar Doran who wore the red robes of the 
Imperium's machine priesthood, he did not appear to be armed but that 
did not fool Ellarian who saw the cyborg generate storms of lightning 
which he wielded to deadly effect against Chaos Possessed. The final 
member of the Crew of Rogue Trader Cyierk did not make her appearance 
known physically to Ellarian, rather she did so mentally. 

'_We meet again, alien_' came the telepathic voice of the psyker and 
sorceress, Valeria Ashe who imprinted upon the mind of the Ranger her 
image. He saw the dusky skinned, red eyed woman who was dressed in 
rather extravagant carmine robes which incorporated a silvered 
breastplate to protect her torso. Like before, she was armed with a 
psychic staff and a sword which would not be out of place in the 
possession of a Chaos Space Marine Sorcerer. 

'_And to you as well, magus_' replied Ellarian through the use of 
Thought-Casting and taking great care to keep the telepathic 
conversation between them in private, especially from the other 
corsairs, some of whom noticed the psychic exchange but would hear 
nothing but an unintelligible whisper. An announcement was made for 
the assembly of corsairs to ready themselves and the Ranger then 
returned to his assigned band of Corsairs Reavers before giving a nod 
to the Rogue Trader crew but his mind was still focused on the human 
sorceress . 

'_Has the good captain or Prince Ansgar informed you of who we are 
looking for?_' asked Valeria. 



'_Nothing as of yet_' answered Ellarian who was curious to know as of 
why the Corsair Prince would amass such a force for one prisoner but 
in the short time since he joined the Crescent Wings, the Prince had 
a habit of being infuriatingly cryptic. 

'_Well then, let me enlighten you_' mentally spoke the sorceress and 
Ellarian could feel her mind touch his own more deeply. An image came 
into his thoughts; he saw a fair skinned human male with short brown 
hair and eyes, a thick but well groomed beard covered his chin. The 
man wore a simple beige shirt with a single brown shoulderpad on the 
left, leather gloves, trousers, black boots and on the sides of the 
human's belt, there was a sword and a pistol. 

'_He does not look like much_' commented Ellarian. 

'_Perhaps to you alien, but there is more than what meets the eye 
with this one_' replied Valeria. '_His name is Karl Tarkan, a 
smuggler and broker in the Cold Trade like madam Cyierk and a very 
close friend to the good captain. 

'_The Cold Trade?_' questioned Ellarian for he had heard the term 
before but was ignorant of exactly what it was. 

'_It is the exchange of xeno goods within the Imperium, strictly 
illegal mind you_' explained the sorceress. '_But back to the matter, 
sir Tarkan is more importantly, a member of the Stella Eilius, a 
fairly large and organized alliance of rebels, secessionist and 
pirates who are all united against both Chaos and the oppression of 
the Imperium. 

'_And I suppose these Stella Eilius humans are associated with the 
Crescent Wings and Prince Ansgar?_' asked Ellarian. 

'Indeed, _Prince Ansgar supplies them with many weapons, provisions, 
medicine, the occasional ship and even personally fights alongside 
them from time to time' _answered Valeria. '_He has quite the vested 
interest in this ragtag group, as of why someone like Eorlianeth 
would be so involved, is a mystery to me._' 

Ellarian was sufficed to say, more than a little surprised at what 
the human sorceress had just told him. He was aware that Eorlianeth 
Ansgar occasionally worked with rebellious factions within the 
Imperium but he always assumed that the Corsair Prince did so, merely 
for the sake of profit. Yet with this, Stella Eilius group, it seemed 
that he was going above and beyond to keep such a group going. 

Could this human rebel faction have access to vast stores of wealth 
which they could use to entice the Corsair Prince? Perhaps they were 
not truly heroic freedom fighters but merely opportunists using the 
fight for liberty as an excuse to engage in violent uprisings? 
Eorlianeth Ansgar was indeed quite a mystery to Ellarian and he had 
many doubts that for someone like Ellarian himself who had only 
recently become a full fledged member of the Crescent Wings, that the 
Corsair Prince would be unwilling to share the entirety of his 
tale . 

'All units, prepare to deploy!' announced a commanding voice on the 
communicat ion network, it seemed that his curiosity would have to 
wait . 



Directly across the gathered Eldar Corsairs, a great shimmering 
webway gate was activated and the bands of Outcasts made ready. 

Giving one last look towards the female Rogue Trader, he saw her look 
back towards him and the human woman gave him a knowing wink before 
she put on her gasmask. Turning his attention back to the active 
gate, Ellarian shouldered his lasblaster and he reached for his 
helmet . 

Placing the black piece of armor over his head, its red targeting 
optics booted up and he sent a mental command to his jetpack which 
began to thrum with readiness. Reclaiming his lasblaster, Ellarian 
felt a sense of excitement at the coming battle for his War Mask was 
still on and he felt the spirit of Khaine flow within him. At the 
head of the Corsair Coterie, the Captain of the _Vranesh_, Baron 
Baelian raised his power spear towards the portal and he shouted into 
the communicat ions channel. 

'_Mael Dannan_ brothers and sisters! Let us show these _mon'keigh_ 
just how pathetic their precious laws are!' announced the Corsair 
Baron. The Ealcons lifted off from the deck of the deployment bay and 
they sped towards the portal with defensive Kinetic Shrouds 
activated . 

'_Mael Dannan_! ' replied every Eldar and as one, they soared towards 
the Webway Gate. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>When Ellarian emerged from the twisting paths of the Webway, the 
first thing he heard was the sound of their jetpacks, the wailing of 
<em>mon ' keigh<em> alarms and the chatter of gunfire. They 
materialized in what looked to be a wide, open hanger; three high 
bastions surrounded them where human defenders fired at them with a 
mixture of lasers and slug throwing weapons. The small arms weapons 
of the humans were mostly focused on two of the Ealcons which had 
appeared, both vehicles were armed with two Shuriken Cannons that 
spat a deadly hail of fire towards the defenders and the corsair 
infantry scattered about, their jetpacks allowing them to take to the 
air . 

Moving at full speed, Ellarian flew towards the nearest of 
fortifications, he zigzagged left and right, strafing the primitive 
weapons of the humans, the targeting optics of his helmet highlighted 
the _mon'keigh_ and his lasblaster fired a hail of white-blue energy 
bolts which were just as effective as shurikens when dealing with 
armored targets. The humans on the parapets of the bastions had no 
walls to hide behind and were completely exposed to the return fire 
of the aerial corsairs who. Ellarian cut down a trio of _mon'keigh 
_soldiers dressed in jumpsuits while a great deal of many others were 
felled by the other Outcasts who were completely merciless. 

Glad to have taken the time to receive training on how to use the 
Corsair Jetpacks, he imagined this is what it was like to be one of 
the Swooping Hawks. The thrill of the speed was intoxicating towards 
the Ranger which when combined fact that he was now fighting for his 
life, it was at times like this, especially when his War Mask was on 
that he truly felt alive. Continuing his path towards the 
fortifications, he reached for his bandolier and he primed a plasma 
grenade and when he almost came close enough to crash into the metal 
walls, he turned upwards towards the ceiling but not before hurling 



his explosive gift towards the _mon'keigh_ defenders and after a 
moment, a great flash of light blossomed bellow Ellarian, the humans 
who had been caught in it were either vaporized or horrifically burnt 
by the energy explosion. 

Ellarian then flew back down towards the parapet, he quickly switched 
to his flamer and like the dragons of legends, and he rained burning 
chemical fires upon them. Humans screamed in agony as they were 
incinerated by the burning liquid, many tried uselessly to beat away 
at the flames while some tried stop drop and roll, inevitably, many 
would fall from ramparts as the Ranger sent forth more gouts of fire 
upon them until eventually, he and a number of other corsairs had 
cleared it of all defenders. Gently landing on the metallic footpath, 
he turned towards the right for he had earlier seen a doorway leading 
onto the rampart and when some of the other corsairs saw his weapon, 
they were eager to let the Ranger go in first. 

Making his way to the doorway which had just been sealed by the human 
defenders who had fled, he saw the other members of their squadron 
who were equipped with more specialized weapons. There was another 
three corsairs equipped with flamers and four who carried Eusion 
Guns. One Corsair Reaver had removed the metal casing of a terminal 
next to the door and she plunged her hands into what must be the 
circuitry beneath and another awaited in front of the door with both 
of his hands holding on to grenades. 

'_Iltharis throw in those Shadowwave Grenades once we have the door 
opened_' commanded the squadron's leader, Eelarch Yethiera through 
Thought-Casting, the maiden was equipped with a rare pair of Ulthwe 
Pattern Twin Shuriken Pistols. want flamers up front and fusion 

gunners behind them, everyone else charge in after! 

Words of acknowledgment were telepathically sent by the other 
corsairs and Ellarian took up position on the side of the doorway, 
his back to the wall as he held up his flamer in a readied grip, 
another flamer armed corsair was beside him. There was a spark of 
electricity from the female corsair who was manipulating the 
circuitry and metal surface of the doorway made a loud, thunderous 
sound before sliding upwards. The corsair with the two Shadowwave 
Grenades, Iltharis quickly hurled one of the devices towards the now 
opened doorway and another a little ahead before quickly leaping to 
the side in time to avoid a hail of bullets and laser bolts which 
flew through the opened now entrance. 

The Shadowwave Grenades which were items of Commorite technology 
generated shifting fields of shadows which would help conceal them 
from the sight of attackers. Blackness filled the entryway as more 
shots flew out, Ellarian soon heard human officer shout for his men 
to cease when none of the Corsairs charged through and after another 
moment when their guns became silent, the Eelarch gave the command to 
attack. Acquiescing to their squad leader, Ellarian activated his 
Jetpack again and he dashed ahead along with the other flamer armed 
corsairs . 

When they emerged from the covering darkness, Ellarian saw long a 
high-ceilinged corridor where several lightly armored _mon'keigh_ 
soldiers waited in cover behind barricades of waist high metal 
fences, their guns were trained towards the doorway but the corsairs 
had flown only a little upwards but enough to not directly be in 
their sights. Before the humans could react and aim their guns up at 



them, Ellarian and the other corsair unleashed four tongues of liquid 
fire which engulfed the _mon'keigh _below. Staying on the move, they 
flew over the heads of the humans and washing the corridor with fire 
while the others flew in behind them. 

A laser bolt struck Ellarian in the right thigh, pain coursed through 
his leg but his armor held and he kept on moving, another corsair was 
shot in the chest by several bullets she nearly fell towards the 
burning corridor but was caught by one of the Eusion Gun wielders. In 
vengeance, one of the corsairs focused fire his Eusion Gun at the 
human who managed to get a lucky shot and the moment the superheated 
beam of energy struck the _mon'keigh_, it exploded in a cloud of red 
mist. In a matter of seconds, the Corsairs had cleared out the 
corridor as well and they began hearing reports on the communicat ions 
network that the hangar had been captured. 

There was another doorway ahead, this one was closed for the moment 
but none of the corsairs moved to open it yet. They instead landed 
near the second doorway and one of their number began attending to 
their wounded compatriot who was propped upon the side. The hands of 
the other corsair touched the chest of the seemingly wounded 
female . 

'Kerlaya will be fine' announced the corsair attendant. 'The bullets 
did not penetrate, she is just winded. ' 

'Understood, let us secure this position and allow the fodder through 
first' announced Eelarch Yethiera who then bolstered her pistols and 
from her belt, she procured a jeweled pod-shaped device which she 
then tossed behind the group, towards the scorched deck and it began 
to thrum with energy. 

Like the Shadowwave Grenades which were of Commorite technology, the 
Spire Pod was another device of the Dark Kin's manufacture. Used to 
construct their cruel war camps, it could warp in prefabricated 
structures onto the battlefield and the Crescent Wings Corsairs made 
use of it for similar purposes. Slowly materializing upon the deck 
was a Webway Gate and as soon as it finished, it sparked to 
lif e . 

Erom the Webway Gate came their reinforcements, the first were fellow 
Eldar Corsairs carrying Dissonance Breach Charges then they were 
followed by other Outcasts who guided the companies of alien 
mercenaries through the twisting pathways and had also brought 
grav-plat f orm mounted with either Craftworld or Commorite heavy 
weapons. The teams carrying the charges placed the sonic devices on 
the surface of the second doorway and as soon as they were primed 
they began to generate the devastating sonic energy which would shake 
apart the barrier. Soon the corridor became filled with alien 
warriors, the corsairs stepped aside to make room for the mercenaries 
and when the charges reached their climax, they emitted a series of 
loud, thunderous explosions which caused the heavy, metallic door to 
crumble into countless metal shards. 

'Advance and slay everything that resists!' commanded the Eelarch and 
there was an assorted mix of war cries which came from throats of at 
least a dozen different alien species. 

Ellarian could imagine that in the tight confines of a ship, 
creatures such as the Loxatl with their flechette blasters and the 



close combat focused Kroot would be quite effective in this sort of 
fighting. The alien horde then rushed into bowels of the Imperium 
ship and their war cries soon became mixed with the sound of gunfire 
and screaming. The Corsair Reaver band then waited for a moment, 
allowing more alien mercenaries to arrive and after about two more 
waves, the last group came. 

The final batch of reinforcements to come from the Webway Gate was a 
mix of few humans and members of other species. Briefly searching 
among them for the Rogue Trader and her crew, he noted none of them 
and he guessed that they must have entered through a different 
gate . 

'_Time to move_' telepathically ordered the Felarch. '_We need two 
volunteers to lead this last group of mercenaries . 

will stay_' announced Ellarian who handed his flamer to another 
Corsair and the Ranger switched to his lasblaster. 

'_So will came the voice of another Corsair Reaver who was 

equipped with a lasblaster. The Felarch nodded and she signaled for 
the rest of the squadron to head out, leaving Ellarian and the other 
Corsair with the alien hirelings. 

'_We should separate into two groups_' said the other Corsair. 
will take half of these mercenaries with me and the other with 
you 

'_Agreed_' replied Ellarian for in a ship of this size as was typical 
of those built by the Imperium, it was absolutely massive and would 
have much ground to cover. Looking to the mercenaries who were now 
under his command, the Ranger switched to Imperial Gothic and shouted 
'all of you with me! ' and much to the surprise of Ellarian, they 
obeyed without questioned they formed up behind him while the other 
Corsair took half of the mercenaries with him. 

'So what be the plan alien?' asked one of the mercenaries, a fairly 
large and strongly built human male with a big bushy, heavily braided 
black and grey beard, a gilded red lensed cybernetic right eye and he 
wore a black coat worn over a carapace breastplate. Belts full of 
bolter shells and grenades were worn over his body and he also had an 
odd-looking hat which displayed an image of a golden skull above two 
bones crossed together to form an x shape. He was armed with a curved 
chainsword which had a spiked basket guard around the handle and he 
also carried a storm bolter which had chainblade bayonet beneath the 
twin barrels 

'We search for this prisoner Prince Ansgar wants us to find' replied 
Ellarian. 'Shoot any defenders you see.' 

'Sounds good' wolfishly grinned the red coated human whose teeth were 
a mix of yellow and black with some even being replaced with metal, 
the man shouted to some of the other humans 'Come on mates! Follow 
the Eldar! Kill any o them Judges ya see! ' 

'Aye Captain!' heartily replied four other humans who were all armed 
with various guns. They all seemed to possess cybernetic prosthetics 
such as a replacement leg, a hand or an eye, they were equipped with 
flak breastplates worn over crude garments and they all had black 
bandanas worn over their scalps. Aside from Ellarian and the six 



humans, there were also three large shark-like creatures which 
carried human bolters and power swords of an alien design he did not 
recognize, another two were helmed Vespid carrying guns which had 
green crystalline emitters and the last was a primitively armored 
Slanni Brave wielding an Imperial plasma cannon. 

'Let's go!' ordered Ellarian and the newly formed squadron headed 
deeper into the Imperial Cruiser. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Passing through several chambers and more halls with unusually 
high ceilings, they found the damage wrought by the horde of alien 
mercenaries to be quite heavy indeed. Dozens of corpses from human 
and various aliens were strewn about and many looked like they had 
recently been fed upon, no doubt courtesy of the cannibalistic Kroot 
and the sight of all the blood seemed to agitate the shark-things . 

The sound of gunfire could still be heard deeper within the ship but 
instead of following the trail of destruction, they took a different 
route . <p> 

'We should go that way' suggested the red coated bearded human who 
had introduced himself as one Captain Morgraine Thatch. They took a 
right and passed an open doorway, the human seemed to have some 
familiarity with the the layout of the ship and the Ranger was wise 
enough to listen for he knew nothing of the interiors of Imperium 
ships. Remaining on point, Ellarian 's natural speed allowed him to 
set the pace as they carefully went through a long corridor which had 
several signs painted upon the walls but the Ranger understood none 
of what it meant. 

'Exactly where is it we are going?' asked the Ranger as he glanced 
towards the human captain. 

'The most important part o any ship like this' replied Morgraine 
rather cryptically. As they proceeded onwards, they passed through 
another doorway which opened up to corridor but at the end of it, 
another door opened and from it came a large group of black and red 
armored humans with single white pauldrons . 

'Arbites! ' shouted one of the humans and a deadly exchange of fire 
began between both groups and the Ranger along with the Vespids took 
to the air. The trio of shark-like creatures shoved their way ahead 
and they charged towards the enemy group with bolters firing. 

'Let the sharks have at em first! Blind em Judges! ' commanded the 
human captain and there were two loud cracks came from a pair of 
grenade launchers placed below the guns of the humans which were soon 
followed by bright flashes of light along detonating among the 
Arbites who were caught the blasts. Ellarian fired a volley laser 
bolts over the heads of the shark-aliens as they closed in and they 
furiously crashed into the human soldiers with power swords sweeping. 
The aliens managed to cut down several of the Arbites before being 
beaten down with cudgels which sparked with electricity or were shot 
at point blank range with scatterguns. 

A great searing ball of energy was then fired from the weapon of the 
Slanni Brave and it exploded among the Arbites, vaporizing several of 
them as the rest of the band mercilessly gunned down the rest. The 
fight had only lasted for a short time and as soon as it began, it 



was over with the every one of the Imperials being either dead or 
severely maimed. Landing on the metal deck again, Ellarian soon 
rejoined the rest of the surviving squadron and they proceeded 
towards where the Arbites had been standing and he could see that 
some still lived. 

'Put em out o their misery lads' ordered Morgraine who lifted his 
storm bolter and he fired a single round into the head of a downed 
Arbites humans. 

The rest of the mercenaries did the same, they drew pistols or rifles 
and they ruthlessly killed every wounded Imperial with Ellarian 
himself killing two and he felt no sense of regret or remorse for his 
actions. As soon as all the Imperials were dead, they moved on 
further into the ship where they could still hear the sound of 
fighting and on the communicat ions network, they heard the reports 
coming in of progress being made. After a few minutes of traversing 
through the corridors, they came to a massive sealed door where 
another group of corsairs arrived at the same time they had. 

'Who is in charge here?' imperiously demanded a blade armored Eelarch 
wielding a Commorite-f orged sword and pistol, the Eldar Corsairs 
accompanying him were notably all also equipped with the weapons of 
the Dark Kin. Unlike the other Corsairs who wore armor of gold and 
black, these ones had color of a deep purple which was almost black 
and their wings had a more bat-like shape to them. If he did not know 
any better, they could easily have passed for Scourges among the Dark 
Eldar . 

'He is' quickly replied one of the humans who pointed towards 
Ellarian and the Eelarch turned his gaze towards the Ranger. 

'Cover us while we blow open the vault' commanded the Eelarch and his 
squadron proceeded towards the sealed barrier with Dissonance Breach 
Charges readied as one of them also set up a defensive shield 
generator behind them, like those sometimes used by Craftworld 
Guardians. Eollowing the Eelarch 's words, Ellarian quickly ordered 
for them to secure the area and they began taking up overwatch 
positions . 

'Vault?' questioned Ellarian who directed it towards the human 
captain . 

'Aye the vault' replied Mograine. 'Arbites ships like this always 
have these parts where they store the "evidence", mostly contraband 
and plunder us honest, hardworking void-dogs like to keep. 

'YouaCl you directed us to steal some baubles!?' accused Ellarian 
which drew a confused look from the humans. 

'What? Ye a new fish or something?' asked Morgraine. 'We are pirates, 
alien; it's what we be doing.' 

'But what of the mission!? The prisoner Prince Ansgar wants us to 
find!?' the Ranger then said with mounting anger. 

'Vandire's oath ye really are a new fish' replied the human captain 
with a disdainful shake of his head. 'Ye think that we be the only 
ones who boarded this here ship? There are dozens o ye Eldar and more 
o us buccaneers an meres ol Eorlianeth be payin, we'll find this 



prisoner soon enough take this cruiser an we'll all be the richer for 

it . ' 

'We should have-' replied Ellarian but was interrupted by the doorway 
of a corridor ahead opening up and from it came a literal wall of 
shield-bearing Arbites. 

'Judges!' loudly roared the human captain who bolstered his gun and 
he drew a grenade from across his belt. 'Light em up! ' Turning his 
attention to the incoming Imperials, Ellarian fired his lasblaster 
again but the energy bolts uselessly slammed against the surfaces of 
the shields which had some form of power field protecting them. 

'Don't bother, alien! Them shields are even tougher than Refractors! 
Use grenades ! ' 

Loud cracks came from behind the wall of shields and Ellarian saw a 
number of explosive charges lobbed towards them in an arc and he 
heard the human captain order for them to get clear. Hissing a curse, 
he quickly activated his jetpack and he grabbed one of his plasma 
grenades. The Vespids seemed to have the same idea as he for the 
insectoids began flying towards the Imperials who fired back at them 
with bolt rounds. 

Quickly jinking from side to side, Ellarian barely evaded a number of 
miniature rockets and one of the Vespid was blown out of the air, its 
body ripped apart by multiple small explosions. His streak of evasion 
did not last for long as a bolt round obliterated the right wing of 
his jetpack and his flight immediately began to become erratic. 
Quickly throwing his primed plasma grenade forward, Ellarian then 
swung his legs forward so that the thrusters of hit jetpack faced 
towards the wall of shields and he began flying backwards in an 
unsteady path as he struggled to maintain his balance. 

Ellarian then immediately deactivated his jetpack and in mid air, he 
spun so that his chest faced the floor and he placed his arms up over 
his head with legs bunching up. Painfully landing in a roll, he felt 
the left wing of his jetpack snap and his vision spun with vertigo 
but thankfully, he managed to get back up to his feet with little 
damage and he turned around to face the oncoming squadron of 
Imperials. A bright flash then detonated in front of the shield wall 
and he cursed for his grenade had fallen short. 

One of the human hirelings screamed in pain as a bolt round detonated 
inside of him and sending pieces of viscera towards his closest 
comrades. The last Vespid managed to fire an energy shot which blazed 
through the helmeted head of an Arbites human and into another behind 
but the insectoid alien was blasted apart in the air by a volley of 
rounds. Making a tactical withdrawal, the Outcast shouted for those 
who had followed him to retreat towards the raised energy shield but 
he felt a shift, a disturbance in the Warp. 

In a blink of an eye, the section of the corridor where the Arbites 
stood erupted in blazing fire; its roar was joined by the screams of 
agony from the Imperials. The wall of shields broke as humans were 
cooked within their own armor and Ellarian opened fired with his 
lasblaster. Bolter rounds from Captain Morgraine flew past the 
Outcast as the human's two chain weapons roared and the man 
half-laughed and half-shouted like a deranged follower of the Blood 
God while the remaining humans followed after him with guns 
blazing . 



Soon the human captain was among the burning Arbites, his chainsword 
cut left and right as his stormbolter ' s chainbayonet gutted others, a 
sphere of defensive energy surrounded him and Ellarian did not notice 
before that the man carried his own shielding device. Continuing to 
fire laser bolts, the other humans did the same with their own 
weapons and Ellarian heard the sound of gunfire, opposite to them. 
Guessing that they had been saved by more of their comrades, Ellarian 
then began to feel once more, a familiar presence in his mind. 

'_Are you still alive alien?_' called the mental voice Valeria 
Ashe . 

am_' replied Ellarian. '_You have my gratitude. 

' I _have so many ideas which you can repay me later but we shall save 
that for later_' spoke Valeria with an amused sense of satisfaction 
in her mental voice. 

'_Are you alone, is Merelen Cyierk with you_? ' asked Ellarian. 

'_The good captain is not with me, but I can sense her and she is 
unharmed, worry not_' answered the sorceress. '_Rhanasae is with me,_ 
_along with a pack of Kroot mercenaries and others. 

'_Rhanasae?_' queried Ellarian. 

'_Rhan for short clarified Valeria. 

The fires immediately began to die down, leaving the bearded human 
captain standing alone among the scorched bodies. Erom the direction 
of the corridor opposite to them, Ellarian soon saw and felt the 
sorceress who led the band of mercenaries, warp fire blazed around 
the head of her staff and along the edge of her sword as a look of 
quiet amusement was etched upon her face. The female Arch-Militant 
was indeed with Valeria, her rifle held in a readied grip. 

Rather unusually Ellarian noticed, the Kroot which accompanied them 
were rather burly in comparison to the others he had seen and many of 
them sported flesh that was dark green, almost black in color. Many 
of them carried either weapons of their own species or ork made ones 
rather ghastly, they wore stitched green leathers which at a closer 
look, the Outcast realized that it was the tanned hides of 
greenskins ! The Kroot Leader was an absolutely massive specimen, its 
limbs were swollen with thick muscles, it was armed with a pair of 
ork chainaxes and upon its head, it wore a hat like that of Captain 
Mograine ' s but it was emblazoned with the insignia of an ork skull 
over two crossed bones. 

'Well I will be, I wasn't expecting to see the two of you here! ' 
called Captain Mograine rather good heartedly. 

'And a fair greeting to you Captain Thatch' replied the sorceress 
with a curtsy towards the human man as she then offered her hand to 
him which Mograine then kissed. 

'Lots of burned meat here' commented the Kroot leader as its 
underlings began to pull out knives and butcher the corpses of dead 
Imperials . 



'Well ye can thank the Lady over here' shrugged Captain 
Mograine . 


'Of little worry, there will be more meat' replied the Kroot with a 
note of eagerness in its voice. 

'Ah alien, I see you are now acquainted with Captain Thatch?' asked 
Valeria . 

'Briefly so' nodded Ellarian who turned his helmeted gaze towards the 
human male. 

'The new fish here can put up a good fight' commented the human 
captain . 

A sudden loud noise then came from the vault behind them, where the 
other Corsairs had set up the Dissonance Charges. The shimmering 
energy barrier which they had placed was powered down and they saw 
the Corsairs now standing before the open doorway. 

'Secure the Vault' announced the Felarch armed with the Commorite 
weapons and the Corsairs swiftly entered the chamber. 

'Come on, let's take a crack at the loot! ' eagerly shouted Captain 
Mograine and his three remaining men cheered "aye aye captain". The 
humans hirelings then went towards the Vault, leaving Ellarian with 
the newcomers and their leader flashed the Outcast a grin before 
rejoining his men. 

'We should go, alien' then spoke Valeria. 'I can still sense many 
Imperials aboard this ship and the others will no doubt have need of 
our aid. ' 

Quietly nodding to the sorceress, Ellarian and the rest of the alien 
group headed deeper into the ship. The prisoner still had to be found 
and until then, the mission went on. 


2 . Chapter 2 

'Pax Imperialis! Pax Imperialis!' shouts Marshal Akua Keita as she 
fires a barrage of explosive fragmentation grenades upon the oncoming 
xeno horde. The detonations send hailstorms of shrapnel which tear 
apart the bodies of the filthy creatures but for every one they 
killed, there were more to take their place. The great procession 
hall which led up to the cathedral was now infested with xenos which 
poured from every entrance of the ship. 

Garbed in a full set of black lacquered carapace armor which had the 
left pauldron painted white, the Arbites Marshal also wore a sable 
black, white fur lined overcoat as a mark of her status. Her eyes 
remained squinted behind the visor slits of her helmet which bore a 
golden aquilla crest as gauntleted hands held onto a drum-fed Cadian 
Pattern Grenade Launcher. A barrage of multiple small arms weapons 
complimented the heavier ones as they made their stand. 

Accompanied by fellow members of the Adeptus Arbites along with 
Armsmen and non-combat Ratings of the Imperial Navy, they defended 
the great stairway of the _Fist of Dread_'s Cathedral, their primary 
defenses are make-shift barricades built from whatever furniture. 



cargo crates and wreckage they could find. The Marshal was not 
entirely sure of what had happened but all she knew was that some 
damned xeno ship had just appeared out of nowhere and next thing they 
all knew, the ship was being boarded by aliens of several different 
species. And it was not just damned xenos, there were reports over 
the vox of traitor forces and human pirates among the 
boarders . 

'Hold the line! In the Emperor's name! Hold the line! Orders the 
Marshal once more, she can feel the tenseness in the air as the Navy 
personnel are already on the verge of breaking against the xeno 
onslaught . 

Launching another explosive, the Marshal was suddenly struck by a 
solid slug round which knocked her off of her feet and onto the 
steps. The world spun as her back landed upon stairs, sending an 
explosion of pain and dancing stars in her vision. Laying there for a 
moment, the Marhal barely heard and felt the hands of one of her 
fellow Arbitrator who called for her name before immediately 
summoning for a medicae to assist her but through sheer force of 
will, the Marshal grits her teeth and grabs the hand of her fellow 
Arbitrator who looks to her with surprise. 

'Just help me up' hissed Akua and the other Arbitrator obeyed by 
pulling the Marshal up to her feet. Discarding her now dented helmet, 
the Marshal's strong, aristocratic features were laid bare, with dark 
ebon skin, steel grey eyes set into a grim scowl and long black hair 
sensibly tied into a thick bun. Reclaiming her grenade launcher, she 
fired one last shot before discarding it for the weapon had run dry 
and she was now out of spare ammunitions. 

Quickly drawing her bolstered Plasma Pistol and Shock Maul, the 
Marshal immediately let loose a volley of blazing energy bolts 
towards the xeno horde. The aliens of course continued to fire back 
and a Navy armsman screamed in pain as bright energy round blasted 
his right shoulder off in a shower of blood and seared meat. Despite 
the cover which the Imperials had set up, they were still greatly 
outnumbered and the rest of their forces were scattered across the 
ship . 

Coming up to the fore of the assault were a pair of large xenos 
beasts which resembled terran bears but these creatures sported fur 
of a purple color, gaping tooth-filled maws and long rending talons. 

A small capering xeno-thing points a long bony finger towards the 
Imperial defenders and the purple beasts roar before charging 
headlong towards them on all fours. 

'Take those things down! ' demand Marshal Keita and the guns of the 
heavy weapons teams were focused on the ursine beasts. Bolters rounds 
detonated upon furred hides which were also seared by las-fire and 
pounded upon by solid slugs but the beasts simply kept on coming and 
without slowing. A fellow Arbitrator took aim with a plasma gun of 
his own but an energy bolt from the aliens obliterated the man's 
lower jaw along with much of the meat and bone behind. 

Hissing a curse, the Marshal began to charge up her plasma pistol and 
she activated her shock maul. As the things got closer, she noticed 
that there metallic plates grafted onto the purpled furred hides of 
the beasts and for a moment, she wondered if perhaps they were 
extremely tough due to possible bionic enhancements. Whatever was the 



case, she was able to fire off a massive plasma bolt which soared 
towards one of the beasts and much to her surprise, dodged to the 
side in time to avoid being directly hit and the shot flew past 
it 

The Marshal did not see where it struck for the purple bear-things 
crashed through the barricades they had set up and immediately, the 
screaming began. Great talons slashed down, taking of a rating's left 
arm before the maw of the beast clamped down on his head and it 
crushed it like an egg. Blood and bone spattered around them and the 
Marshal fired a shot which the beast seemed to ignore. 

More bodies were butchered or pulverized by the things which 
possessed an obscene brute strength, carapace armor proved useless as 
the armaplas and ceramite crumpled beneath the grip of the beasts and 
the flesh with was pulped like fruit. The Navy personnel panicked and 
tried to flee but many were caught in the bone shattering strikes of 
the beast or were gunned down by the still oncoming xenos. Firing 
plasma shot after plasma shot, the Arbites Marshal saw that her 
weapon began to glow quite dangerously and as a last ditch effort, 
she hurled it at the nearest of beasts and as she expected, it 
exploded in a bright flash of energy. 

Turning away to avoid being blinded by the explosion, Akua saw that 
one of the ursine beasts was finally dead. A very large chunk of its 
body was now nothing more than charred bone and metal, the smell of 
it was as atrocious as its xenos handlers. The other beast then 
turned its baleful attention towards the Marshal Keita; a malevolent 
look of berserk animal fury was upon the things as its lips curled 
back, human blood spattering its maw. 

'Emperor preserve me' whispered the Akua as she reached for her 
grenade belt, the idea of martyring herself was already in 
mind . 

There was a sudden bright lance of thermal energy which struck the 
side of the beast, the foul smell of burnt alien flesh, fur, meat and 
chemicals filled her nostrils as the thing roared in agony and 
another lance struck. Collapsing upon the steps leading up to the 
cathedral, the xeno beast was certainly as dead as the other one and 
the Marshal glanced to the side to see her saviors. Several men and 
women garbed in red and black descended from the cathedral ' s 
entrance, a storm of death blazed from their guns and cutting down 
scores of xenos. 

From the cathedral came several Storm Troopers wielding 
Hot shot-Lasguns , Grenade Launchers, Plasma Guns and Meltas, their 
carapace armor was of the newest style used by the Miltarum Tempestus 
but they were not alone. Gun Servitors armed with Heavy Bolters 
unleashed a punishing barrage upon the foul xenos while 
Acro-Flagellant s rushed ahead in a drug induced frenzy. Armored 
Crusaders equipped with Storm Shields and Power Shields advanced in a 
phalanx as lithe women armed also with swords kept close to the holy 
warriors . 

At the head of these reinforcements was a man clad in sleek armor of 
deepest black, he carried two baroque, blazing weapons, one was a 
sacred weapon which resembled a torch and the other, a slender, 
masterfully crafted melta pistol. With features concealed by a dark, 
wide brimmed hat, the man Marshal Keita knew only as Inquisitor 



Sceberra led the charge. 


'Purge the Alien!' commanded the Inquisitor as he pointed his 
torch-like weapon to the horde and soon, the tide was turned. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Blazing fire engulfed Ellarian yet the flames did not burn him, 
nor did it cause him any great discomfort for the nature of it was 
one born of the Warp. The unnatural fire provided him with as much 
protection as if he were behind some cover and he used the psychic 
boon to his advantage. Having discarded his broken jetpack, the 
Outcast sprinted down a long open corridor, he fired his lasblaster 
at the fully automatic setting, its barrage of energy bolts were 
unaffected by the fires surrounding him (which also did not deter his 
marksmanship and several <em>Mon ' keigh<em> went down. 

Ahead of them lay the way towards one of the Imperial ship's gun 
decks which contained a multitude of weapon batteries. Although 
Ellarian would have preferred that they help find this prisoner which 
they came aboard to liberate, he at least understood the importance 
of taking out the ship's guns. Despite his limited experience in 
regards to ship-based warfare, he was at the least aware that the 
vessels of the Eldar, much like their ground forces, relied on speed 
and the use of Holo-fields to avoid being damaged as such, the sooner 
they disable the guns of an enemy ship, the better their chances on 
making a safe getaway. 

The Imperials ahead of him attacked in a massive wave of bodies, none 
wore any form of actual body armor and most were armed with tools, 
makeshift weapons as well as only a few pistols which the wielders 
clearly were not very proficient in the use of. Had the Outcast not 
been under the influence of his War Mask, he would have almost felt 
sorry for them, almost he would stress as a grim satisfaction filled 
his heart for every human he gunned down. Those that fell were 
trampled beneath the boots of their kin and some of the humans tried 
to help their fellows but the sheer press of bodies made it 
impossible . 

Powerful shots from energy weapons blazed near him where next to 
Ellarian was the Arch-Militant and the Slanni Brave. They mercilessly 
slaughtered the Imperials that attacked them, the lasblaster and 
hellgun unleashed volleys of high powered laser bolts which snapped 
off limbs while the plasma cannon was capable of obliterating entire 
groups of humans at once. Warp Eire also protected the other two, 
creating a blazing wall of heat and flame. 

Suddenly sensing a buildup of warp energy from behind them, Ellarian 
could feel it coalescing around the sorceress, Valeria who chanted 
dark words of power which sent a chill down the Outcast's spine. The 
woman then hurled a stygian ball of pure warp energy which flew 
directly into the midst of the Imperials and it exploded like bomb. 
Human bodies were immediately reduced to charred husks as a psychic 
wave of dread pulsed from the sorcerous barrage and those Imperials 
who survived were quick to turn back and flee which did little in 
their favor. 

Anarchy broke out among the Imperials as those who tried to flee were 
pushed by those still trying to get to Ellarian 's group and 
immediately they began to brawl among one another. Not giving much 



thought to the bout of infighting, the Outcast took the opportunity 
to replace the power cell of his lasblaster and soon he began 
shooting more _Mon'keigh_ in the back. As the massacre continued, 
Ellarian soon heard the distinct roar of bolt weapons being fired 
from behind the rabble of humans and after a few seconds, he saw 
bodies explode in grisly showers of meat and bone. 

Briefly, he saw the familiar forms of Imperial soldiers wearing the 
distinct hats of the murderous military officers known as the 
Commissars. There were three of the Imperial officers carrying bolt 
pistols and close combat weapons but there were also six armored 
soldiers, also wielding bulky bolter weapons. From personal 
experience, the Outcast knew that these Commissars had the authority 
to execute their own troops for the sake of preventing desertion, he 
would have shook his head disgust but instead, Ellarian opened fire 
with lasblaster. 

In the open space of the hall and without cover, it would have been 
suicidal to face nine armed Imperial soldiers with bolt weapons 
head-on but thanks to the fiery shield provided by Valeria, the 
danger was somewhat mitigated. Bolt rounds exploded prematurely as 
the projectiles struck the protective fires but some passed through 
harmlessly and into those behind the Outcasts, the Arch-Militant and 
the Brave. There was a loud screech from some of the Kroot who had 
accompanied them from the vault area and Ellarian immediately heard 
the clatter of their clawed feet. 

The sorceress then began to tap into the warp again and she used her 
powers to create another barrier of fire but this one around the 
avian mercenaries who soon overtook Ellarian and Rhan with great 
leaps. The fires which had protected both the three had immediately 
extinguished and their only protection now in the open was the many 
bodies of Kroot mercenaries ahead of them. More bolt round were 
fired, some exploded again upon the barrier of warp fire while others 
did so among the Kroot who quickly took their bloody 
vengeance . 

Kroot warriors then leapt forwards with hands held onto guns sporting 
bayonet attachments, some even carried only close combat weapon and 
they landed upon the humans. The Imperials immediately disappeared 
from his view as the acrobatic aliens landed upon them but he could 
well imagine what was going on as they let loose bloody, pained 
screams which were ultimately short-lived. A feeding frenzy had then 
descended upon the Kroot as they tossed aside human wargear and 
plunged knives into the fresh carcasses. 

'I don't think I could ever get used to that' commented the 
disgusted, muffled voice of the Arch-Militant as she stared at the 
carnivorous aliens. Giving a nod of agreement to the human female, he 
grimly watched the avian creatures begin continue to feed. 

Glistening, bloody gobbets of meat were cut out from the bodies as 
the humans and the Kroot eagerly placed the pieces into their maws 
before devouring it. 

'Come, we must not tarry' spoke Valeria from behind them. 'The guns 
of this ship must be silenced. ' 

The leader of the Kroot, the one which wore the hat of an Ork pirate, 
briefly looked to the sorceress before letting loose a series of 
screeching and clicking sounds. The other Kroot paused in their 



feeding and they began cutting up some last bits of human meat before 
reclaiming their gear along with taking a few new ones for 
themselves. Although Ellarian himself would prefer not to use 
something like Bolter Gun, unless it was a dire emergency of course, 
it provided him some comfort that these dangerous weapons be used by 
those on his side. 

Resuming their path towards the gun deck, Ellarian gave little more 
thought to the abattoir they had just left behind them. The warrior 
part of psyche which had been brought forth by his War Mask had 
actually reveled in such slaughter and he was eager to add more 
corpses to his tally. With a quiet whisper to Khaine upon his lips, 
the Outcast soon took point again, his lasblaster ready to deliver 
another stream of deatha€ 1 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Dozens of broken, alien corpses surrounded the halls leading up 
to the holy cathedral aboard the <em>Eist of Dread<em>, the charnel 
stink of the dead was enough to make anyone lucky enough to have a 
rebreather or filtration plug put one on to blot out the smell. 

Squads of Inquisitorial Storm Troopers and Gun Servitors fanned out 
to secure the perimeter as Inquisitor Sceberra of the Ordo Hereticus 
silently watched their work. Xeno blood stained the black armor of 
the Inquisitor, his hands tightly gripped the handles of his Brazier 
of Holy Eire and Inferno Pistol, both weapons had served him well in 
purging the alien filth as much as any heretic. 

'You have my thanks, my lord' bowed the ebon skinned Arbites Marshal 
woman who stood nearby. 'The xenos would have overwhelmed us had it 
not been for your timely arrival. ' 

'Where is Justicar Hadrith? ' curtly asked the Inquisitor as he cast 
his grim gaze upon the Arbites officer. 

'Last I heard over the Vox, he is defending the Command Bridge' 
replied the Marshal in a professional manner. 

'Can you raise him?' asks the Inquisitor. 

'Hold on my lord' answers the Marshal as she speaks into a vox bead 
attached to her armor. 

Nodding, the Inquisitor then took surveyed the chamber and what he 
saw filled him with both revulsion and wariness. As a member of the 
most holy Inquisition and the Ordo Hereticus, it was his sacred task 
to protect the Imperium from internal threats, mostly in the form of 
heresy, rebellion, rogue psykers and occasionally , the varied servant 
of the Archenemy. Of the xeno on the other hand, his primary 
experiences in dealing with such things were from alien devious 
infiltrators such as the Genestealers or the Calixian 
Simulacra . 

Never had he dealt with the kind of alien which openly attacked like 
what they now faced. Despite not being a member of the Ordo Xenos, 
even he was aware that it was rather unprecedented, to say the least, 
that they would be attacked by xenos of multiple different species. 
Had the ship been in the eastern reaches of Segmentum Ultima, he 
would have suspected the alien Tau to be behind this assault but they 
were within Segmentum Solar, thus it should have been impossible for 



that particular species of xeno to be behind this attack. 


'Nothing my lord, the vox frequencies are being jammed' announced the 
Arbites Marshal whose voice broke the Inquisitor's train of 
thought . 

'We will have to put our faith in Emperor then' the Inquistor said as 
he looked to the pitiful remains of the Arbites and Navy personnel 
who had tried to defend the cathedral. 'By my authority as an agent 
of the Inquisition, I am taking command here!' announced Inquisitor 
Sceberra and the eyes of the survivors were immediately upon 
him . 

'What are your orders my lord?' quickly asked the Arbites Marshal as 
her fellows were quick to obey while there was some uncertainty among 
the Navy voidsmen. 

'We must head to the holding cells' ordered the Inquisitor. 'There is 
a prisoner designated with priority level Primus who must be brought 
back to the Imperium. ' 

His words brought more than some surprise to the Arbites who would no 
doubt be partial to the knowledge of such a classif icat ion of a 
prisoner. Their surprise though would stem from the fact that none of 
them were even aware that the _Fist of Dread_ even carried a prisoner 
of such value. The Inquisitor himself had gone through great lengths 
to keep the presence of this prisoner a secret. 

'We move out!' shouted Inquisitor Sceberra and his Stormtroopers 
along with their Gun Servitor helots quickly began regrouping at the 
base of the cathedral's stairs. The Arbites Marshal rallied the 
remainder of her fellows, the enforcers of the Emperor's Law were a 
well armed and disciplined while the Navy voidsmen would regrettably 
better serve at the moment as fodder for the xeno guns. 

Reluctantly leaving the place of worship, the Inquisitor personally 
led the way towards the ship's holding cells. Whatever would happen 
and whatever the outcome, the prisoner had to be brought back to the 
greater Imperium and into the hands of the Inquisition. 

He was confident at the least that the prisoner would still be alive, 
especially when one considered the security he had set in place. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Death followed the company of Ellarian as they left behind 
another charnel scene of destruction. Butchered corpses and destroyed 
machinery had been left in their wake, a pleasing tableau in honor of 
Khaine ' s aspect of the destroyer and a merciless killer. The 
Imperials who had sought to defend the ship had become more ruthless 
in their efforts to repel the boarders. <p> 

More Imperial officers armed with a variety of basic guns and pistols 
had again, roused the ship's servile laborers to take up arms against 
the boarders and judging by the look of things, the latter had done 
so rather unwillingly. Assailed by more waves of poorly armed and 
unarmored humans, they all were easily felled or routed by the guns 
of Ellarian 's company or the warp-craft of Valeria. Whenever the 
_mon'keigh _were sent running, the officers gunned down the laborers 
rather mercilessly before they themselves were killed by the Corsair 



group or were overwhelmed in a human stampede. 

The Kroot mercenaries who accompanied them had fed quite well to the 
point that they had finally stopped halting to feed and instead, they 
went to the gristly work of butchery. In time, they were forced to 
split up for the corridors of the human ship had twisted and turned 
at various angles. In the past, Ellarian has heard that the Imperium 
constructed ships which were capable of housing entire cities worth 
of inhabitants. 

When considering the labyrinthine design of this particular vessel, 
he was inclined to believe such tales. They soon came to an 
intersection with several splitting pathways, a grim skull-headed 
statue wearing the armor of a Space Marine, gazed down at them, its 
empty, stone eyes giving them silent judgement as its gauntleted 
hands were placed over the hilt of a sword. 

'The Emperor knows, the Emperor is watching' spoke Valeria rather 
derisively as her eyes were focused on a brass plaque at the base of 
the statue. 

'I bet he'd be pissed at a sight like this' replied Rhan, the 
Arch-Militant looked up to the statue as well and she shook her head. 
'Aliens, mutants and heretics, what next? Daemons and Traitors?' 

To the eyes of Ellarian, the statue dedicated to the corpse god of 
the Imperium was an ugly thing, a symbol to what the galaxy spanning 
empire truly was. Outwardly, it gave the appearance of strength and 
solidity but inside though, when one saw the true face of both, all 
one would see is a corpse. The only difference was that one was a 
already dead, entombed and given its due while the other was one that 
was still in the midst of expiration. 

Yet where does that leave us? Asked an internal voice, a more calm, 
rational and introspective aspect of Ellarian when he had once trod 
upon the Philosopher's Path. Were he of Craftworld Biel-tan, the 
answer would have been simple, a great tree rising from the ashes of 
the Old Eldar Empire, a symbol of life sprouting anew from 
death . 

The truth of the matter was perhaps a more complicated one, even for 
a dying species such as theirs. It would be safe to say that a 
consensus would be next impossible to reach, especially considering 
the many disparate factions of the Eldar. His War Mask immediately 
began to reassert itself, the thoughts of Ellarian the Philosopher 
had been pushed away by the Warrior Guardian which had fought and 
slain many an enemy over the passes. 

One of the Kroot lifted up a pilfered boltgun and it fired an 
explosive shell which sent pebbles of stone raining down upon 
them . 

'Emperor-man no sees now' boasted one of the Kroot and the others 
laughed at the base vandalism. 

'We will need to split up from here' interjects Valeria who announces 
it. 'There are many weapon batteries we need to destroy and not 
enough time to do so as we now are. ' 


The Ork-hatted leader then began making a number of clicking sounds 



and the rest of its kin split into multiple groups which headed down 
the separate tunnels, leaving Ellarian with the two human females and 
the Slanni Brave. 

'I figured that this would happen' commented the Arch-Militant and 
the Brave croaked something in its native tongue which sounded like 
an agreement . 

'We will cover more ground this way, come' Ellarian then says and 
they head out once more where before long, they begin to feel the 
presence of the weapons batteries which was heralded by the 
shuddering of the ship itself. It began as a faint but constant 
rhythm which soon turned into a groaning of metal, muffled thundering 
and the thrums of power cabling. 

'Wait' whispers the sorceress and the group comes to a halt as they 
turn their eyes upon towards her. 

'What is it?' questions the Arch-Militant. 

'There is... there is something aboard the ship' replies the 
sorceress; a notable hint of trepidation is in her voice. Ellarian 
then attempted to get a feel of the warp around them but since he was 
no Seer nor had he tread upon any Path which greatly involved mastery 
of psychic talents, he did not detect anything out of the ordinary, 
at least within the immediate area. 

'It's not Chaos is it?' questions Rhan and the tone of her voice 
makes it clear that she too is becoming unnerved. 

'No it is not' answers the sorceress who looks at them, an expression 
of horrid realization was etched upon the human female's face. 'There 
is a void aboard this ship, something that is dead to the warp 
itself... something soulless...' 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Tightly holding on to his shotgun, Arbites Trooper Tanner 
cautiously watched the sealed heavy bulkhead in front of his 
squadron; his flesh beneath his carapace armor had become slick with 
a nervous sweat. He could sense that the other members of his group 
were just as nervous as he was for all of them were fresh out of the 
academies of the Schola Progenium. This posting upon the <em>Eist of 
Dread<em> was supposed to be their final test, a trial to see whether 
they truly had what it took to be members of the Adeptus 
Arbites . 

They had been expecting to be going up against human pirates, 
smugglers, rebels and heretic cults, not against vile xenos and well 
armed ones at that. When the attack came, it was all so sudden and 
much to the surprise of everyone aboard the _Eist of Dread_, much 
more so when they had been in the middle of suiting up to repel the 
boarders. Tanner and his group had been approached by a small party 
of sinister looking men and women bearing the insignia of the 
Inquisition. Now under the command of the Inquisition, the squad of 
troopers had been ordered to hold the line and defend the holding 
cells of the ship, rather than assist their fellow Arbitrators. 


'You think something like that is going to help you much?' questioned 
the unfamiliar voice of a man to his left and Arbites Trooper Tanner 



looked in that direction to see a one of the prisoners. The prison 
cell was of a typical sort used to transport particularly dangerous 
individuals; it was composed of an open square space with a deadly 
energy field in place of bars. The occupant of the cell was an older 
man, Caucasian with short brown hair, a thick beard and dressed in 
ragged clothing, his back rested upon the wall of the far side of the 
space, his hands interlocked and cradling his head. 

'Looks like those Inqusitors want you boys to go and die for them, 
like good little soldier' mocked the prisoner. 

'Shut your mouth scum! ' hissed Tanner in reply, he bared his teeth 
and pointed his gun at the prisoner and he instantly remembered that 
the energy field was capable of deflecting all but the mightiest of 
weaponry and that mere shotgun shells would be next to useless. 
Glancing to the side of the cell where a terminal was located, he saw 
on the pict-screen a name, Karl Takran a rebel and a traitor to the 
Imperium . 

'I am guessing by the sound of things outside, you guys are probably 
dealing with something like Loxatl or Kroot, not the kind of things 
you want to go toe to toe with, even with a shotgun' added the man in 
the cell. 'If I were you guys, I would head to the nearest armory and 
look for some bigger guns.' 

'I said be quiet! Traitor!' angrily spat the Arbites 
Trooper . 

'That's enough Tanner' commanded another fellow Arbites Trooper named 
Edran, the other members of their squadron were also starring in the 
direction of Tanner and the insolent prisoner. Quickly ignoring the 
prisoner, he then turned his attention back to the bulkhead, his 
shotgun levelled towards it. 

'Seriously kid, you don't need to throw away your life with something 
like this' the prisoner then said. 'If you head for the escape pods 
now, you all just might have a chance of getting out of here 
alive . ' 

Wanting nothing more than to power down the field and give the rebel 
scum a lesson in respect, he was immediately halted by that unnatural 
feeling of dread again. A chill went up the spine of the Trooper as 
he fearfully looked back and he saw the figure of a man, dressed in a 
skin-tight body suit of all black which showed off an impressive 
physique. A macabre, skull-like helmet was worn by the stranger who 
accompanied the Inquisitors, a crown of strange techno-arcana 
surrounded that grim face and he had heard stories about the ship's 
navigators and astropaths doing their utmost to avoid this one. 

An assassin this skull-faced man was, a member of the Officio 
Assasinorium and one of the so called, "Untouchables". There were 
others too along with the assassin, men and women he had heard were 
known as a "Distaff" who also gave off a similar sensation when 
around . 

One look from the Distaff was enough to strike fear into the hearts 
of the Troopers and Tanner wondered if this was what it was like for 
the Astra Militarum grunts when around a Commissar. The assassin then 
stalked slowly stalked forward, for a moment. Trooper Tanner thought 
the man was coming after him, but the silent killer then turned his 



gaze upon the cell of the prisoner, Takarn and he fixed the rebel 
with a long baleful look. 


'Look all you want bone head, it's not going to help you with whats 
coming' Takarn then said, the man actually did not seem all that 
bothered by the unnatural malevolence of the assassin. 

After a long silent and tense moment, the assassin turned away from 
the cell and he headed back towards the rest of the Distaff who were 
guarding another section of the prison. There was another prisoner, 
somewhere back there in the Deeps, one which the Inquisitors seemed 
keen on protecting, someone whose very existence was far more 
important than everyone and everything else that was aboard the _Fist 
of Dread_. 


End 
f ile . 



